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	1. Chapter 1

It was a cold night in Purgatory. The temperature had plummeted considerably when nightfall fell. A police squad car sped across the dirt road leaving a cloud of dust in its wake. Officer Collins and Officer Ryan had been called out at this god forsaken hour to a domestic disturbance out on the Brookes homestead. This had been the third call this month. Once old Mrs. Brookes had gotten into the bottle she liked to rip into her husband. All three previous calls had resulted in Officer Ryan and her partner having to forcibly separate the two before they killed each other. Despite this the Brookes refused to leave one another. People were **real** strange around here thought Officer Ryan. The police car pulled up in front of a ram-shackled cabin which looked completely deserted. They both got out of the police car and noticed something unusual. Usually they could hear the caterwauling of Mr and Ms. Brookes from miles away but now it was dead silent and there were no lights on inside. Officer Ryan looked over at Collins wondering how they should proceed. They had been partnered together for four years so they didn't need to say anything to communicate with each other. Officer Collins indicated that they should unholster their weapons. Something wasn't sitting right with either of them. Maybe they had finally killed each other but Officer Ryan doubted it. Officer Collins approached the property silently. He pointed his flashlight at the building and noticed the large slash through the wire door that hadn't been there the last time they'd called. He waved to indicate it was safe for Officer Ryan to follow. They both entered the property together, guns up.

"Mr Brookes, you called the police!" Officer Ryan called out to the apparently empty house. "We need you to identify yourself!" There was no answer.

"Mr and Ms. Brookes?" Officer Collins called as he looked through to the hallway and the back bedrooms.

A spark of light in the corner of the living room caught Officer Collins and Officer Ryan's attention.

"Mr Brookes?" Officer Ryan questioned the dark figure. But she knew that this man sitting in the arm chair even in the veiled darkness wasn't fat enough to be Mr. Brookes. She felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand up.

The light of the match he lit briefly illuminated a handsome moustachioed face as he lit a pipe that hung at the side of his mouth.

"I called to report a domestic disturbance" the figure addressed the two officers; he spoke in a southern accent but from where Officer Ryan couldn't guess. The man casually sat in the armchair smoking his pipe.

"You called it in?" Officer Ryan questioned. "Where is Mr and Ms. Brookes?" she tried not to appear as unnerved as she felt on the inside and was glad to hear that her voice didn't shake when she asked the question.

"That is a question for a priest" he calmly replied, expertly blowing a smoke ring with his pipe.

Officer Ryan gave Collins a sideways glance but never allowed the shadowed man to be out of her line of vision. Neither of them liked the man's answer.

"Sir I gonna need you to put your hands up and come over here" Officer Collins directed. His gun was pointed at the shadowed figure's chest.

"Now I called you with a complaint and you don't even have the decency to answer it, I swear the law enforcement today is not what it used to be" the man drawled as he pulled out his pipe and pointed it at them.

"Sir, you need to come over here right now or I will shoot you!" Officer Collins ordered with renewed toughness.

What the hell was going on here? Officer Ryan wondered. Was he some sort of mad man?

"Okay, okay," He put his hands up to calm Collins down. "I only called because my brother and I had an argument, it got **real** heated like," He got up from his chair. His eyes looked strangely luminescent with the moonlight reflecting on them. "I swear it came right near to blows".

The man got up and walked casually over to Officer Collins who swiftly handcuffed the man. Officer Ryan let out a sigh of relief; the situation had seemed to have defused itself. She was surprised that Collins had managed to handcuff him, for a few seconds she had the crazy idea that this guy wasn't a solid being at all but an apparition. She almost laughed at herself for thinking of something so ridiculous.

"Where is your brother? Is he Mr. Brookes?" Collins questioned.

"He left after the disagreement Officer" the man calmly replied.

"What was the nature of your disagreement" asked Officer Ryan. Ryan observed the man more closely in the light of Collins flashlight. He wore old timey clothes that she saw regularly worn by Wyatt Earp groupies who came to town.

"Well you see, it was over which one of us was going to get to kill you two" he rakishly smiled.

Out on the fields from miles around there was the sound of two guns shots coming from the Brookes house. There was nobody around except for the animals to hear it.

* * *

><p>"Now I'm going to ask you one more time and you'd better give me an answer" Wynonna Earp threatened. "Blueberry or Chocolate" she pulled out two muffins offering them to Agent Dolls.<p>

He continued on with his paper work as if she didn't exist. His lack of humour was irritating to say the least in Wynonna's opinion. Maybe they sucked it out of him in the army; although she had met enough army guys to know that there were plenty who were up for all kinds of fun.

"You need to finish the paper work, you're the one who's generated more than half of it" Dolls ordered.

"It's not my fault the guy decided to play chicken with me and he lost" Wynonna replied, lounging in the office chair eating a chocolate muffin.

"He lost two toes you mean, its good you're a lousy shot or I'd have to explain to the Division the pile of bodies you leave in your wake" He glowered. "These accidents create unnecessary paperwork when we should be out their looking for Revenants".

"Hey you point me in the direction and I'll smoke them, me with my trusty..." Wynonna looked at her boot but her gun was missing. Where the heck was it?

Dolls returned to the paperwork "You left it next to the mayo in the fridge"

"Yeh well... it works better cold" Wynonna shirked over to the fridge to retrieve Peacemaker.

"Anyway it's been dead for five days now. No action, no gunfights, no mud wrestling, no..." Wynonna was interrupted by the appearance of her impossibly perky sister. She was quite literally a bottled ray of sunshine. While Wynonna was more of a bottle of something alcoholic.

"Did you hear?" she was practically vibrating with excitement. "I just heard on the police radio... not that I was eavesdropping or anything, I was just getting a cup of coffee and over heard it, you can't get arrested for that, can you?' Waverly wondered.

"Focus Waverly, what did you hear?" Wynonna questioned.

"Four bodies were found out by the Brookes place" she answered in a rush.

Wynonna fondly remembered the times when they were kids and Waverly would rush up to her brimming over with excitement to tell her about a cute squirrel or a baby duck and not newly discovered murdered corpses. Ah, the good old days.

Dolls quickly abandoned his paperwork "Sheriff Neadley is supposed to keep us informed if new bodies are found". Dolls looked piiisssssed.

'Yeh well, he hates your guts' Wynonna informed him of the obvious truth.

"Come on let's go" he got up and took his jacket. 'And don't forget the gun!' he shouted as he left the room.

"He's in a bad mood" Waverly observed.

"No," Wynonna pulled on her leather jacket and holstered her gun. "That's just his mood".

* * *

><p>Wynonna and Dolls arrived at the Brookes homestead which was brimming over with police personnel. They got out of the car and Dolls immediately approached Jessica Tanner, the Chief Medical Examiner of the district who was dictating a number of things to her underlings. Wynonna walked around the house and it's out buildings to inspect the scene. There was nothing that looked particularly amiss on the outside except for the slash in the front wire door.<p>

"Wynonna Earp, what the hell are you doing here?"

Wynonna turned around to see a furious red-faced Sheriff Neadley.

"Bird watching, you know I think I saw a red breasted cock somewhere around here, you haven't seen it have you?" she wisecracked.

"You know something Wynonna," Neadley sneered at her. "Just because you've got a John in law enforcement that's willing to give you a badge in exchange for a blowjob doesn't make you a cop".

"Really?, cause from what I've heard that's how you got the job from old Sheriff Remming, tell me what do old man balls taste like?".

Neadley's face started to blow up like one of those toads you'd find in the swamp.

"Sheriff Neadley," Agent Dolls interrupted what Wynonna considered to be one of the more polite conversations she'd ever had with Sheriff Neadley. "The Division expects you to keep me and my associates-" Dolls gave Wynonna a long warning look "abreast of the situation in Purgatory, if you don't do your job, I can't do my job and measures would be put in place to make sure that never happens again" the last part came off as an implied threat.

At this point Wynonna could practically see the fumes coming off Neadley in his rage.

"Two of my officers are dead, I'm doing everything I can to catch the basterds responsible for this" he hissed.

"Pity you didn't have the same concern when it was those women who were getting killed on the highway," Wynonna countered. "But then again they were 'just prostitutes' like you said" she looked at him with deep disgust.

His eyes narrowed. "A badge doesn't change the fact you're a crazy cu-"

Wynonna was about to jump into action when Dolls stepped in. "I suggest you get in your car and go home Sheriff, you've done all you can here" Dolls was being completely civil but there was a palpable threat to his words that was quite frightening.

The Sheriff looked like he wanted to retort but he realised he was outmatched and outranked "Just find them" he retorted and left.

"Nice guy" Dolls watched the Sheriff leave in his car.

"The best," she quipped. Wynonna gave a sideways glance at Dolls. "We're you trying to defend my honour?" she said the last part in her best impression of a southern bell.

"Get in the damn house, Earp"

They entered the house to find the place completely ransacked. The furniture was flung across the room, the curtains ripped to the ground, lamps and picture frames smashed.

"Looks like there was a party and I wasn't even invited" Wynonna whispered to herself. "What exactly happened here?"

"Some kind of altercation with Officer Ryan and Collins" Dolls examined the room. "Collins managed to fire two shots before he was killed, they found the casings in that wall" Dolls pointed out.

"What about Mr and Mrs. Brookes?" Wynonna looked around the place and noticed the lack of bodies.

Dolls walked down the short hall way to the main bedroom and opened the door "I'm guessing the Brookes were killed in their sleep, although it's hard to tell".

Wynonna walked into the bedroom behind Dolls. "Jesus Christ!" The bedroom looked like it had been painted by Picasso, if Picasso had used real human body parts in his paintings. Wynonna gagged and left the room. She was bent over double trying to control her stomach. "You could have warned me!" She shouted at Dolls.

Dolls displayed the countenance of someone coolly unimpressed. Wynonna had seen some crazy shit in her life time but this sickened her. She wondered what atrocities Dolls had seen to make him so unmoved.

"Where are Collins and Ryan? because **I think** I only counted enough body parts for two" Wynonna tried to stop breathing through her nose to avoid smelling the remnants of Mr and Mrs. Brookes.

"They were hung up around the back in the forest" Dolls walked out of the house and Wynonna reluctantly followed. She was not going to be able to keep down the contents of her stomach for much longer she thought.

In the patch of trees a little way from the house hung the bodies of Officer Ryan and Officer Collins. The police photographer was taking pictures and Wynonna noticed among the officers there that she was not the only one who looked ashen faced.

"Now according to the medical Examiner these guys were hung after they were dead, they both died-"

"From a single bullet wound to the head" Wynonna could see the marks on their foreheads.

"We need to go back to the office and look through Waverly's files to see if these deaths fit any of the Revenants " Dolls ordered.

"Yeh..." Wynonna was only half listening as she read the sign that had been hung around Officer Ryan's neck. She could practically taste the muffin she had had earlier in her throat.

The sign read: **The Lawe is Dead.**

'


	2. Chapter 2

Sheriff Neadley was muttering to himself as he drove back to town in his police squad car. "That bitch, that god-damn-" he thought of a number of colourful expletives to describe Wynonna Earp.

In the pitch dark even with the headlights on Neadley couldn't see more than a few feet in front of him. The darkness seemed to be pressing heavier than was normal around the car. Suddenly, there was a popping sound and the car started to shake on its axels. He cursed again, stopping the car abruptly and got out. He was on a deserted piece of dirt road which was the only way back to town from the Brooke's place. Fifty yards from where he stood was a small forest. Neadley grumbled even more expletives to his car.

What the hell was wrong now? He thought. He took out a flashlight from the car boot and went around the car, inspecting the wheels. The right front wheel was punctured; he looked at the left one, it was punctured too. They all were. He walked back a few yards to where he thought the popping sound had occurred. He pointed his flashlight at the ground to inspect the dirt. Right in the middle of the road he found a spike strip, they were issued to police to stop fugitive vehicles. He picked it up to examine it, completely unaware that there was someone-something watching from the nearby trees.

* * *

><p>Wynonna and Dolls drove back to town; they were arguing over the radio. Wynonna wanted to listen to some classic 90's rock while Dolls preferred the music of silence. Wynonna put her feet up on the dash "You know we'd get along better if you removed the stick up your butt" she suggested.<p>

"You don't take anything seriously" he said as he pushed her feet off the dash.

"I take the dulcet tones of Sir Mix-a-lot very seriously" she replied sarcastically.

"Once we get back to the office you need to comb through those records".

"Hitting the books, well there's a first time for everything, I suppose" she stretched out her arms. She knew this was going to be a long night, and not the _good_ kind. In the distance she noticed a stationary police car.

"Hey, isn't that Sheriff Neadley's car?" she pointed.

"Yes it is" Dolls said in a suspicious tone.

Dolls pulled the car up in front of it. There was no one in it as far as Wynonna could see. The car's door had been left ajar.

"Stay in the car" Dolls ordered as he got out.

"Like hell I am" Wynonna followed him.

Wynonna surveyed the area but could see nothing in the pressing dark. Dolls crouched down on the dirt road in order to inspect it. "These tracks lead into the woods," he indicated with his pocket flashlight. "We should call it-" suddenly a shout erupted from the trees. Both Dolls and Wynonna ran towards the source of the noise. They ran for several minutes until they came to a clearing. On their right they both heard rustling in the trees. Dolls looked at Wynonna and put a finger to his lips. She nodded as they approached the noise with caution. In this dark it would be too easy for somebody to attack them by surprise, hidden in the guise of night. Dolls and Wynonna slowly edged themselves around a cluster of overgrowth, both of them clasping tightly onto their guns. They didn't find an attacker but the limp body of Sheriff Neadley propped up against an evergreen.

"I'll check the perimeter, you check him" Dolls ordered as he took a 360 degree survey of the area.

Wynonna went over to the body. The guy had been pretty badly roughed up. She checked his wrist for a pulse.

"Ah crap," she said regretfully. "He's alive".

"I think we ran off whatever was attacking him," Dolls said when he returned from his inspection. "We won't find anybody in this dark," he holstered his weapon. "We need to take him back to the road and call an ambulance".

Between the two of them they managed to drag Neadley's fat ass back by the roadside.

"If whatever killed the Brookes and the officers was the one who attacked him he is a lucky basterd to be alive" Dolls observed.

"Well he's one of those things" Wynonna replied.

* * *

><p>As they got back to the office Waverly was piling over her files looking for a likely candidate for the attacks. It was as easy as looking for a homicidal maniac in a list full of homicidal maniacs.<p>

"The Brookes were dead before that call was made to the house," Dolls looked over the phone records. "Which means that the Brookes weren't the target, Officer Collins and Ryan were," He went over to the wall and pointed at the road where they had found Neadley. "And Neadley's tires were blown out on the only road from there back to town"

Wynonna followed Dolls train of thought "So their targeting law enforcement?"

Dolls nodded. Waverly looked up from her work with sudden concern, her mind immediately jumping to a certain red head.

"We need to call all the officers who are off duty and get them to the office, Wynonna tell Dawes to call them at their homes and get them here now" Dolls ordered and for once Wynonna took his direction without any wisecracking.

"Waverly, who would have the motive to go after the police" Dolls questioned.

Waverly looked over her work helplessly. "Really anyone of them, Wyatt killed thieves, murderers and gamblers; all of them had beef with law enforcement"

Wynonna briskly returned. "Dawes called them all to come in, he couldn't get through to an Officer Haught though" She informed them.

Waverly was visibly horror struck.

"Someone should head out to her place and check if she's alright," Dolls directed. "Ask Dawes where she's liv-"

"She's staying in a motel off Route 6"Waverly answered in a rush. Both Dolls and Wynonna looked at her in surprise.

"I'll head out there" Wynonna suggested.

"I'm coming too." Waverly insisted.

"Wave-" Wynonna protested.

"I'm coming with you, you can't stop me unless you want to hog tie me to this desk" Waverly insisted with surprising fierceness from someone so small.

Again Dolls and Wynonna looked at each other in surprise at Waverly's reaction. "I guess you're coming then" Wynonna reluctantly gave in.

* * *

><p>They drove into the fine establishment that was the motel off Route 6. It was called GunMoll's, following the theme of many businesses in Purgatory of naming them something crime related, cashing in on the outlaw obsessed tourists that visited the town. The place was a notorious spot for affairs and hookers and it wasn't all that unfamiliar of a place to Wynonna. The motel was relatively deserted. Wynonna and Waverly went to the desk manager to ask what room Officer Nicole Haught was in. Wynonna's phone started to ring; she picked it up and started talking to Dolls about some development in the investigation. Waverly went on to the room. She found that the door to Nicole's room was just slightly ajar. She worried about what this might mean. She knew she should wait for her sister to come back but if anything had happened- well she didn't want to even think about it. Waverly slowly opened the door to a darkened empty room. She stepped inside. Waverly looked around the room. There was a freshly pressed pyjama top on the bed but no Nicole. Maybe she went out or something? Waverly thought.<p>

"Freeze!" shouted a voice as the bathroom door was thrown open. There in the steaming light was Officer Nicole Haught. She had a towel tied around her and was dripping wet, obviously just fresh out of the shower. She had her gun pointed directly at Waverly.

"Waverly...?" she asked confused.

"Emm...hey" Waverly meekly waved.

They looked at each other for a long silent moment. "Do you always have a gun with you when you shower?" Waverly smiled nervously.

Nicole looked at her weapon and put it down "Only when I'm shampooing," she smiled warmly, the tension in the room noticeably easing. "What are you doing here? How did you get into my room?"she asked as she flipped back her soaking red hair.

"The door was left open" Waverly pointed at it.

"Oh crap" Nicole wiped her eyes "I'm just off a double shift because of the murders; I'm so tired I must have forgotten".

"That's why we're here, we think the person who killed the Brookes and Officer Collins and Ryan are targeting the police" Waverly explained. She tried to keep her eyes on Nicole's face and avoided looking and her _oh so_ close to being naked rest of her.

Nicole looked shocked by this new piece of information.

"Agent Dolls wants everyone back at the station where they'll be safe," Waverly didn't want to frighten her, if she even could be frightened. She had only known Officer Haught briefly but Waverly felt that she had in spades the same kind of fearlessness that Wynonna had. "You should get dressed and get some things together" she advised.

Nicole nodded, her mind was trying to process what Waverly was saying. Waverly just stood there in the room with her hands folded behind her back for several moments. There was another long awkward silence between them. Nicole looked at her with a meaningful grin and a raised eyebrow. Waverly suddenly realised that Nicole was waiting for her to leave so she could get dressed.

"Oh yeh...I'll just leave..." She blushed crimson and left the room.

Nicole laughed to herself.

* * *

><p>In the car ride back, Wynonna drove and Nicole and Waverly sat in the back. Sharing such a confined space with her was making Waverly feel like her body heat had increased by like a gazillion degrees. Nicole beside her was rather nonplussed about the situation but gave Waverly a few sideways looks that made her smile even wider.<p>

"Dolls got a call from the hospital that Neadley's awake, he's going to question him," Wynonna looked at them in the car rear view mirror and Waverly attempted to look more composed. "The best thing we can do is to get some sleep, Officer Haught the safest place for you right now is to stay with us".

"Call me Nicole, It's really nice of you to offer but I should get back to the office they'll need all the manpower they have to find Collins and Ryan's killers" Nicole eyebrows furrowed with concern.

"You've just worked a double shift, your good to no one if you're not 100 percent" Waverly pointed out.

"It's best to listen to my sister, she's usually always right" Wynonna advised, giving a wicked wink.

"Usually?" Waverly raised a questioning eyebrow.

"Okay always"

"Then I guess I'd better listen" Nicole looked at Waverly in a way that made her blush and suddenly become very interested in the scenery outside the car for the rest of the journey.

They drove up to the homestead; Wynonna deposited Nicole and Waverly while she parked the car in the outbuilding. Waverly nervously led Nicole to the front door.

"Home sweet home," Waverly pulled open the door. "It's not much but it's been in our family for more than a hundred years, I grew up here".

Nicole walked around the living room inspecting various objects and knick-knacks; she picked up a picture of the three Earp girls.

"Is that you?" she pointed to the smallest one in the picture with the missing front teeth.

"Yep that's me," Waverly anxiously rubbed her arms, she felt oddly exposed. "The teeth grew back"

"I can see that" Nicole grinned, her eyes practically sparkled. A heavy silence fell between them as they looked at each other. It was only broken by the arrival of Wynonna who was completely oblivious to the situation.

"So Nicole I guess you can sleep with Waverly"

"What?" Waverly was suddenly completely flustered. Nicole laughed under her breath.

Wynonna gave Waverly a perplexed look "you can share a room".

"Oh yeh..." Waverly tried to brush aside her momentary outburst.

"It's been a long time since I've had a sleep over" Nicole joked. Waverly meekly laughed.

"Well I'm hitting the hay" Wynonna yawned dramatically. "Remember no pillow fights!" she called from the hall.

"Ha ha..." Waverly laughed weakly. They were alone again.

"So... do you have bunk beds?" Nicole joked. "Are you a top or bottom kind of gal?"

"Wait..What?" Waverly was confused.

"Is this your room?" Nicole ignored her and made her way down the hall to the door papered with clippings of flowers and cats.

"Yeh..." Waverly was getting more unnerved by the second.

Nicole opened the door to a medium sized room with two single floral duvet beds. The room was very... pink Nicole thought.

"Do you have a preference?" Nicole asked.

"Preference?" Waverly anxiously asked.

"Which bed is yours?"

"Oh... the one on the left"

Nicole smiled and took the other bed. Waverly turned to close the bedroom door and let out a long quiet breath to calm herself. She had the feeling that this was going to be the longest night of her life.


	3. Chapter 3

Waverly eyes were drooping as she looked over her research in the office the next day. She could barely concentrate on what she was doing. She hadn't had a wink of sleep all night. Just knowing that Nicole was sleeping in the same room with her had made every cell in her body vibrate.

In the background, Dolls and Wynonna were discussing the new breakthroughs in the investigation. Dolls looked over the newly delivered forensic report on the Brookes murder scene. His eyes furrowed as he read it.

"The ballistics in this report doesn't make any sense" he was noticeably frustrated.

"This is supernatural, nothing makes any sense" Wynonna pointed out.

Dolls ignored her. "The shell casings they took from the sitting room wall are the ones shot from Collins gun but they are also the same bullets that killed Collins and Ryan"

"So the killer got hold of Collins gun and shot them" Wynonna concluded.

"According to this report there is gunshot residue on Officer Collins hand so he was the one who fired the gun" Dolls was for once noticeably flummoxed.

Wynonna reflected on this disturbing development. "So we're talking about a Revenant who can what? Control people's minds?" Just when she thought it couldn't get any weirder, it got frickin weirder.

"Either that or they can bend bullets with their mind" Dolls theorized. Wynonna knew he was being completely serious because the man had had his funny bone removed at birth. This new notion was not comforting at all. They had never faced this level of supernatural fucked up shit before; this was calling for the big guns.

"What about the crime scene? is there any evidence left behind by the things that did this?" Wynonna questioned.

"They found one pair of footprints at the Brookes house that didn't match any of the deceased" Dolls read from the report.

"One person did that?" she said in disbelief, pointing to the grotesque crime scene photos that made her physically gag to look at.

"One demon" Dolls corrected her. He looked over the crime scene photos again. "They wanted to make a statement" he theorized.

"If that statement was I'm a crazy blood-thirsty sociopath, he succeeded" Wynonna quipped. "But when you talked to Neadley last night he said he was attacked by two guys' right?"

"Yeh...," Dolls contemplated something for a long moment. "The more and more I look at it my gut tells me this was a two man job, a team" Dolls eyebrows furrowed in concentration.

"Waverly do we have anybody who fits that..., Waverly!" Dolls shouted to get her attention. She had fallen asleep using her pile of records as a pillow.

"Sorry...What did you say?" Waverly opened her eyes comically wide in an attempt to look more alert.

Dolls shook his head in frustration. "A two man team, do we have anything on the books that corresponds to that" He questioned.

"Oh...I think...I saw...," she was flustered as she looked through the stacks in front of her. "Here it is!" she pulled out two files and handed them to Dolls.

"Frank and Tom McLaury" Dolls read the files with a look of sudden recognition.

"Who are Frank and Tom McLaury?" Wynonna asked. Both Dolls and Waverly looked at her with expressions of great incredulity.

"What?"

"Do you know anything about your family history?" Dolls asked.

"What's there too know, there's a curse, there's an enchanted gun, yada yada, mission to kill demons" she racked off the important points of their colourful family history.

"Frank and Tom McLaury," Dolls gave her a long look of disapproval. "Are two of four men who your grandfather killed at the O.K Corral in 1881". They all looked at the pictures of two young men. One was clean shaven, the other had a moustache and a long goatee, and both were very handsome. "They were a two man team of thieves; they had a number of run-ins with the law-"

"-and a long running feud with the Earps" Waverly continued knowledgably.

"These could be our guys" Dolls pointed at the pictures with conviction.

Wynonna looked over the pictures of the men and then at the crime scene photographs, a plan started to formulate in her head. "If we want to catch these guys, might I suggest a softly softly catchy monkey approach?"

"English, Earp" Dolls said exasperated.

"I'm sorry did they not teach you it at the Black Badge School for incurably tight-asses?," Wynonna wisecracked. "Their after law enforcement, so we set up one of the Officers as bait and then we catch these guys" she explained her plan.

Dolls ruminated over the idea for a long moment. "That isn't a terrible idea" Dolls reluctantly acknowledged.

"Thank you" she replied sarcastically, rolling her eyes.

"They probably saw us in the woods when we got Neadley so it can't be either of us, we need someone we can trust among the officers..." Dolls began to plan.

Waverly stomach turned as she realised where this was going.

* * *

><p>Officer Haught had been more than willing to be the bait in Wynonna's plan. Dolls didn't give her the full details about who she was actually being bait for. Waverly and he had a heated argument over this point. She felt that Nicole had the right to know since it was <em>her<em> neck that was going to be on the line. He argued that knowledge of the Revenants had to be kept in the closest circle possible to prevent what happened in Mexico happening in Purgatory. Waverly was not convinced.

The plan that Dolls and Wynonna had conceived was to make as big a display as possible to get the McLaury brothers attention. Dolls was going to send a call out over the police radio because he believed that's how the Revenants had been able to track the law enforcement. Nicole was to make her way to a remote farmhouse in a police squad car with full lights and sirens on. Wynonna and Dolls would be waiting to ambush the McLaury brothers and then bye, bye Revenants. It was simple, how could anything possibly go wrong? Waverly tried to comfort herself with that knowledge.

As Dolls and Wynonna set up their arsenal in the office Waverly went to see Nicole who was getting dressed in the changing rooms of the police station. Waverly stood in the doorway, Nicole was sitting on the bench tying her shoelaces on her boots. She just stood there and watched her for a long moment.

"You do know you don't have to do this" Waverly pointed out.

Nicole looked up at her and smiled. Waverly realised she was never going to get over how she looked in that uniform.

"It's my job" Nicole pointed out matter of factly.

"These guys aren't like normal criminals," Waverly wanted to really get across the dangers she was about to be facing. "You could get yourself killed" she said bluntly.

Nicole's eyebrows furrowed "If I can do anything to catch the guys who killed Ryan, Collins and the Brookes, I have to do it"

"Just...just promise me..." What could Nicole promise? She had no control over what was going to happen. She didn't even know what she was up against and that terrified Waverly.

"I'll be o.k." Nicole grinned with confidence in an attempt to try and reassure Waverly which made her feel worse. She wasn't the one who needed looking after. Waverly wasn't just going to let her go like this. She slowly walked over to Nicole and placed her hand over hers. Nicole looked mildly surprised by her sudden boldness.

"I know you'll be o.k. but just... just be careful" Waverly squeezed her hand but didn't let it go; she stood there holding her hand for a very long time.
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End file.
